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and Tiretta and I went to dine at the Hotel de Russie, where
I scolded him for the lightness of his conduct.
When I went again to see Mile, de la Meure, the dear
good aunt came in and told me that Tiretta had made his
peace with her, and that she was going to take him under her
roof en pension for a year! To her niece she said, 'Be ready
after dinner to start for La Villette, where we will stay all
the spring. And hist! you needn't tell my sister all about it.*
'Oh no, aunt. Do I ever tell of you?'
'Just hear her! One would think from the way she talks
that this sort of thing happened every day!'
I laughed. We dined together, and then they departed all
three for La Villette, and I went to spend the rest of the
evening at the Italian players.
Three days later I went to stay a day or two. An actress
called Quinault, and Madame Favart, and the Abbe Voisenon
were fellow-guests. The Dunkirk merchant was expected,
but did not come till I left. I went again to La Villette to
see him, and found the young lady dressed up in his honour.
He was handsome and charming. We dined, we talked, but
not Mile, de la Meure. When the merchant was about to
\eave for Paris, the aunt begged him to come again to-
morrow, and asked her niece to second the invitation. She
obediently did so, and if she had not, he- would have left
the house without having once heard the sound of the voice
of his affianced.
When he had gone—
'Well, what do you think of your future husband?*
'Let me off answering, dear aunt, for the present, but put
me next him to-morrow and make me talk, for, even if he
approves my appearance, my conversation may disgust him.
One must not take people in. Perhaps he won't have me
when he finds how stupid I am.J
'I know you don't mean that; you think yourself clever/
said the aunt, cand M. Casanova tells you so, I'll be bound.'
*He knows what he is talking about,' she said.
Then we played cards, and went to bed. I had been in my

